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when our sown seeds of deeds
give such a rich crop
that the plants cannot
bear the burden of fruits,
when life becomes
an unbearable burden,
when the shore is farther
day by day,
when the time becomes dreadful,
the suffering becomes unbearable.
Who will find a lasting mental peace
in the illusive enjoyments
illuminated by blood?
The dance of the mirthful melodies
reminds us
of the fear of the distressed,
the death-cradle will swing
before the hopeful eyes
of the wounded.
By the evening
millions of killed soldiers
near the row of mansions
brightened
by the golden light of lamps,
the stamp of dreadful nightmares
on the sleep of those
in luxurious beds.
The inner smoke-wave of pollution
will block the rays of liberation.
These memories
will not leave us,
our distressed life
will turn into a mockery.
The chasing shadow of death
will never give up.
The soft forgetful sleepiness